BEMINISCENCES

almost shocked at the idea of a woman undertaking the
part of Borneo, and anyone might have said in advance
that any such undertaking must have needs proved a
failure. Yet after Charlotte Cushman's first appear-
ance in this character the question was settled. The
success was beyond dispute; it was simply a matter of
fact, which criticism could not ignore and could hardly
even minimise. One might have entered the theatre
with a mind fully prepossessed against the idea of any
woman attempting to give us Shakespeare's Eomeo, and
yet hefore he had followed the actress for ten minutes he
found himself taken captive by her extraordinary dra-
matic power. He forgot that she was an actress, forgot
that she was not merely a woman, but a woman with
an American accent, forgot everything but that she set
before him the Borneo of his imagination and of Shake-
speare. James Sheridan Knowles, the popular dramatic
author, declared that her acting of the passage in which
Borneo flings himself upon the ground, ' taking the meas-
ure of an unmade grave,' was equal to the finest out-
burst of passion and grief in Edmund Kean's c Othello.'
For myself I can say I have never heard greater expres-
sion given to the very soul of human feeling than was
conveyed by Charlotte Cushman, in a few words spoken
in the churchyard scene, where Paris breaks in upon
Borneo as he is about to force open the door of the
Capulet monument. 'Obey and go with, me/ says
Paris, ' for thou must die.' And Borneo, looking round
upon him, makes answer: * I must, indeed; and there-
fore came I hither.'

The whole tragedy of the hour was told by these
words spoken in that tone. The whole story of a
despair which by reason of its very desperation is suf-
fused with a certain sweetness of submission, and f ore*
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